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Twelve Months 


Author's Notes: 
You win, Mary. This one's for you *_~ 


Three months, James. It was supposed to be three fucking months. 

Six months? | could deal with that. You were getting your shit sorted. | supported you. Rang you every day.. 
only talked to you once a week. That's what | told Lars, and Bob. That you were only allowed one outside call a 
week, and | was your link with your family. 


Didn't want them to know that you weren't accepting my calls. 


But a year, James? Twelve fucking months? Do you know how many days that is? Three hundred and sixty- 
five. And if I'm smoking a pack of twenty a day without you, that's a lot of fucking cigarettes. 


Eight thousand, seven hundred, and sixty hours. 


Yeah, | worked it out. Worked it out the day that you came back. | sat in HQ with my little pen, and my little 
pad, and | worked out just how desperate I'd be to touch you again. After twelve months, you're coming back 
to me. To me. 


But | know I'm not going to get any time alone with you for at least a week We've got shit to sort out. We 
didn't think you'd be coming back. And of course, the first thing you do is start bitching at Lars. 


| can wait, babe. I've waited all those fucking inconsequential hours. Marked each one off like a fucking war 


bride, hoping that my man would come home to me intact. 
| can wait another week. 


| can rock back and forth on the couch, terrified that as soon as | get close to you, you'll push me back with a 
sad little smile on your thin litle lips. 


"No, Kwirk. We can't do this shit anymore. The rehab goons said it was..detrimental to my progress. Sorry. Find 


someone else..." 
Well fuck that. 


That's why | won't let you speak when | finally get my time with you. It's so out of character, | know. Mister 
no-ego-pushover-let-me-suck-your-cock. | guess | still am. But that's why | won't let you push me away, if 
that's what you've been told to do. If this is my last ride on the mechanical bull, I'm taking it without any 
second fucking thoughts. 


| thought I'd find you by the pool. You can take a redneck to water. But | understand why you like it so much. 
You look out over the water and all you can see is ripple after ripple after reflection. It's just like being on 
stage, isn't it? Maybe laying on the side of your pool with your legs in the water is the only way you'll be able 
to feel that rush again. | don't know. 


Do you hear me slip into the pool? | don't think so. This is your territory. You'd be on your feet in a second, 
hackles raised and teeth bared. Or maybe this is my territory too. Maybe | belong here. Like part of the 


scenery. 


| walk across the tiled floor, watching my feet as | go. Tan and distorted. You know the way water distorts 
things, James? Maybe that's why you like it so much. It blurs the lines until there's nothing left but what you 


make of life. How you see it. 


Yeah. That's why you like it. That's why you like me. Because l'm easy enough to shape and distort until you 


see what you want in me. I'm fine with that. 


You know I'm here. You can hear my arms and torso slice through the water. My hair drags a little as | walk 
into the deep end. 


Heh. | like that. The closer | get to you, the deeper the water. The more | have to fight to stay afloat. Makes 


sense. | should write that down. 


Then you look up. You greet me in the same way that you always do. A slowly raised, amused eyebrow, and 
just a hint of a smile on your lips. A muttered nickname that I've never understood, and then you hold your 


hand out to me. 


Yes. YES. About fucking time, James. Twelve months. Three hundred and sixty-five days. Don't get me started 


again, | worked it all out. 


| grin like the Cheshire fucking cat. He's got nothing on me. The smile on my face has been hiding there for a 
tear, and it almost hurts to let it out. Feels like my teeth are going to fall out of my mouth and my jaw's 


going to float away into your reflection. 
But not today. I've got other plans for it. 
Shhh: 


You glance up at me again. You weren't expecting to hear that from me, were you? | bet you thought I'd be all 
for long, drawn out, heart to heart conversations. Well fuck that. I'm done talking to you. | want what's coming 


to me. 

My slim little olive fingers work into the waistband of your shorts. | see you glance around, don't worry James. 
We're the only ones here. | made sure of that. Nothing's going to stop me now. | tug the damp rayon down, 
huffing a little in frustration. You snort at me, a snuffling little horse laugh, and you point to the tight 
drawstring around your hips. 


I've waited twelve months, James. l'm going to make a few mistakes. 


Finally. Finally. l'm getting what's coming to me. What | fucking deserve. You think you had it hard in Rehab, 
babe? Fucking nothing compared to the shit | went through without you. 


I'm going to enjoy this. | don't care if it's the last time, | don't care if you stop me halfway through. 


That's a lie. | do care. | do. | want this to last for the rest of my fucking life. I'd be perfectly content with that. 


| could suck your cock until the day | die, and be the happiest man ever to have lived. 
That's why my breath catches when you stop me. Your broad, calloused hand slides into my damp hair and 
you tug me back. Fuck, James. Don't stop me. Please don't stop me. | don't want to look up. | don't want to see 


the forced resignation in your eyes. 


‘Hey... 


Don't talk to me James. Don't ruin this. My jaw's aching and | want to do this for you, | have to do this for 
you. My eyes drag up to meet yours, and that shit-eating grin on your face makes me sick. 


‘When's the last time | did something for you, Kwirk? 

Fuck you Hetfield FUCK youl Don't you dare stop me now, don't you tell me that psycho babble bullshit 
Wait, What? 

‘What?’ 


There's that snuffling little snort of a laugh again. And then l'm up on the tiles. My hips resting on the ledge of 


the pool, and you're in the water, looking up at me from between my own legs. You smile. 

‘Sorry this took so long: 

Oh Jesus. Jesus Christ. Mary Mother and Joseph..that's something new. 

‘James... 

Shhh: 

Fuck. Wrong again. | slam my head back against the wet floor, cushioned by my hair, and l'm wrong again 
Underestimating you is my worst habit, James Hetfield. Looks like the Mechanical Bull's going to be riding me 


Today. 


This was worth waiting twelve months. Even three hundred and sixty-five days. But don't, for a minute, think 


lIl be able to wait more than a day from now on. 


